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in great excitement. He turned to his companion. " Our friend
says his mother is one hundred and eight years old! " (This
is a sacred number in Tibet: the beads of a rosary are so
numbered and a hundred and eight Buddhas are often found
drawn on a single scroll picture. To reach that age is considered
exceptionally lucky, a mark of divine favour.)

He showed us his possessions, which, besides clothes, blankets,
food, teapot and cups, included a small library of books
wrapped in silk and a set of drawings of Lamas and Divinities,
the size of playing cards. The whole together must have added
up to a weighty load for carrying across mountain passes, but
his physique was equal to anything.

His friend related to us stories of border warfare with the
Chinese, about 1906 and after. Many of his relations had lost
their homes, and even their lives, in the disturbances. The
Khambas are the most warlike as well as the handsomest of the
Tibetan races and are noted for their raiding propensities, their
victims being usually the caravans of wealthy merchants trading
between China and Lhasa. Kham seems from all accounts to be
a romantic country of seers and brigands, artists and armourers,
hermits and Homeric heroes. The Chinese in these campaigns
were not provided with artillery and the walled enclosures of
the lamaseries were turned into fortresses which had to be
invested in true medieval style. There were several epic
sieges, in which the defenders performed prodigies of endurance
and heroism. No quarter was given to the vanquished and
both* the Khamba irregulars and the Chinese forces inflicted
terrible atrocities upon their unfortunate prisoners. Some of
the tales are almost past belief; but there is not the slightest
doubt about their accuracy, for they have been recorded by the
eminent French scholar and traveller, Professor Bacot, who
passed through some of the subjugated country not long after.

He relates one history which, for superhuman heroism, must
be hard to parallel, that of a young Khamba of noble blood
who fell into Chinese hands and was asked to divulge informa-
tion about his comrades. When he refused he was threatened
with torture. I will not harrow my readers with the hideous
details; but the ingenious efforts of ten executioners taking
turn and turn about without interruption during thirty su<>
cessive days, proved impotent to extort a single word. At last
the Chinese Governor, at the end of his patience, suffered him to